" THE OBSEQUIES

the invitations to his own funeral. There was nothing omitted but his
age and the date of death. Even the church had been foreseen. And
printed in small lettering was the following: "Flowers may be sent;
he loved them so much."

The list of relations was even longer than in the La Monnerie an-
nouncement, for Lucien Maublanc had delighted in mingling with the
Highnesses,, the country gentlemen with sixteen quarterings, the Barons
of the Empire and the various holders of Orders who represented his
mother's family, a long string of unknown Maublancs and Leroy-
Maublancs and Maublanc-Rougiers whose presence was bound to annoy
their neighbours.

"The La Monneries give all their cousins to the eighteenth degree
because it creates an effective impression; I shall include mine because
it creates a bad one."

The envelopes even were already prepared,

Lucien Maublanc took up a pile of them and let them slip through
his fingers as a card-player does the pack. Among the names of his
relations and friends from club and society appeared others: " Monsieur
Charles, waiter at the Cafe Napolitain, Mademoiselle Ninette, cloak-
room attendant at the Tabarin, Monsieur Armando, hairdresser/' and
other similar persons from the purlieus of the theatre, the basements of
restaurants and brothels.

"It'll be jolly funny," he thought, "to see the page-boys and waiters
among the rest."

Suddenly his fingers stopped moving at "Mademoiselle Anny Feret,
singer, 73 Rue Vavin."

"She made a fool of me, the little bitch," he murmured. He with-
drew the envelope from the macabre pack and threw it in the waste-
paper basket.

"And now to work!"

What Lucien Maublanc called "revising" consisted, whenever a
member of his family died, in lightly crossing out the name of the
deceased from the announcement of his own future demise. Every card
already bore a number of these thin ruled lines which failed to conceal
the print completely.

He counted the number of names crossed off,

With the new line he was about to draw through his half-brother's
name, it came to nine, A splendid number; he would go to the club
tonight and take a hand at the chemin-de-fer table that would pass
nine times.

His revision took him a good hour. He drew his lines in a series of
ten, let the ink dry, drank a mouthful of brandy, placed a cigarette
between his large yellow teeth, and returned to work.

When he had finished, he went to his dressing-table, slipped three
Httle packets wrapped in tissue-paper into his waistcoat-pocket,
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